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It's great to make your own prints 



And it's easy! Have the fun of seeing your pictures 
appear before your eyes. All you need is one of these 
Kodak Photolab Outfits. They give you everything 
you need to develop your film and make bright 
sparkling prints. See them at your Kodak dealer's. 





Kodacraff Photolab Outfit .- Gives 
you a film tank, chemicals, trays, 
printing frarui'iBasks, a supply 
of paper, accessories and a book 
of instruofions. Price $7.95. 



Kodacraft Advanced Photolab 
Outfit— offers the new Kodacraffc 
Printer, roll film tank, darkroom 
lamp and the other necessary 
equipment and accessories in the 
regular kit. Price, $13.50. 



Kodocraft Printing Kit— Everything you need to print high quality 
pictures from your negatives— trays, paper, printing frame, chemicals, 
accessories and complete instructions. Price, $4.50. 

Prices include Federal Tax and are subject to change without notice. 

EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY, ROCHESTER 4, N. Y. 
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SEE? 



SPECIAL OFFER! 


YOU... 

CAN GET 

"ROCKY'S 

PICTURE WITH «Bl 
AUTOGRAPHED TO YC 


Mm .. i 
j 


ACK JACK" 

U PERSONALLY! 1 


SEND FOR IT TODAY! 



Enclose This coupon and 25e for one LARGE photo 
of "ROCKY" and "BLACK JACK" autographed to 
you personally. 

■— ■ print plainly ■ 



NAME: 

ADDRESS:.. 



(If you want 5 LARGE picture* of "ROCKY" and 
"BLACK JACK" all autographed to you person- 
ally, •ncloie $1.00. Address: ROCKY LANE, 4024 
North Radford Ave., North Hollywood, Calif.) 
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A02A NORTH RADFORD AVE. 
NORTH HOLLYWOOPXALIF. 



HOWDY, PARTNERS i 

if black jack and i seem a little tired, it's ' 
because we've just come back. from the county 
fair. and a mighty good time we had, too- i 
was sure happy to see will foster walk off with 
all the crop prizes. he did. there's a real story 
behind that . 

you see i will foste r took. over the old 
hask1ms place, a parcel of land all the other 
far wes 5 said was- sad farmland. and even 
worse for raising good stock. but will foster, 
tried working it the wav his ppedece550rs had, 
till he saw he wasn't getting anywhere . then 
he mentioned to the other ranchers and 
farmers that he'd sent awav to the department 
of agriculture for the latest methods amd 
chemicals on soil treatment. the other farmers 
all hooted in derision. they said there was 8 lit 
okie wav to farm a piece of land amd if it didn't 
work.. the land was oust plumb no good. 

well, will got the material he wanted from 
the government and began using it. trying to 
give his land new life , rotating the crops and 
other methods. it was slow, and for a long 
time there was nothing to show. the other 
farmers would go out of their wav to ridicule 
will . then one season he started coming up 
with some fine crops. the others called it an 
accident. will began raising better crop5 every 
season ---better than anyone's, but the others 
doggedly stuck. to their old methods of farming, 
till this week when will walked away with nearly 
every prize at the fair, now instead of laughing, 
they're listening to will. tell them of the newer 
methods of farming and soil care . 

50 you see i partners, if you're progressive 
and not afraid of using new, improved discover- 
ies, you'll wind up far ahead of those who laugh 
at you. and you'll stand out at the head of the 
crowd. but now. black jack and i'll be heading 
on . we'll be thinking about all of you till this 
time next month. good riding, partners .' 
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GRIZZLY GUARDIAN 



YOUNG TIM DUNBAR was scared. He 
was so scared, that the palms of his hand 
grew moist and slippery against the worn stock 
of his forest's Remington. 

Every forest sound became a threat that made 
him whirl about and sent his hair rising like a 
porcupine's quills. He had a right to be scared, 
for old One-Ear was a killer grizzly — a giant 
bear that had been slaying ranch stock for the 
past five years. Every attempt to trap or poison 
Old One-Ear. or to run him down with hounds, 
had failed! Cunning and voracious, the huge 
grizzly had continued to live in the Snow Peak 
mountain country — and to live at his pleasure, off 
the iheep and steers of the nearby ranches. 

And now — at last — Tim Dunbar, son of a 
local rancher, had discovered Old One-Ear's 
hide-out. He crouched, looking at it. It was a 
daep, dark, evil-smelling crevice in a rock cliff- 
aida, littered all about with gnawed bones. Be- 
fore it, the youth saw the clearly-marked prints 
Of a bear — a grizzly so large that they could only 
have been made by Old One-Ear! The prints 
ware freah, but there was no other sign of the 
pretence of the killer beast- Evidently, he was 
•way, on a hunting foray. 

"And I've found his den," whispered Tim Dun- 
bar to himielf. 

"I'll be able to tell my dad and the cowboys, 
and they'll set an ambush for him. Our stock will 
be safe at last.l" 

Turning away, Tim Dunbar started down the 
mountain slope. He would have to get help . . » 
and fasti 

But, no sooner had he gone a quarter-mile 
down the slope, than he halted. His keen eyes 
had caught a glimpse of a pile of stones to the 
3ide of (he trail he was following. They looked 
strange, as if they had been placed that way 
recently — by human hands! Quickly, he hurried 
over to the unusual cairn, and started to lift the 
top rocks off. Reaching the ground level, he 
uncovered a heavy canvas packet with the let- 
ters, "P. and M." marked faintly on it. 




"P . . . and M . . ." Tim mused to hin 
fumbling with the packet in an attempt to open 
it. "Why. that must mean the Plain and Moun- 
tain Stage! They had a bad holdup down on 
the highway last week. I wonder . . ." 

Swiftly, he tore the packet open and thrust 
his hand inside. 

His eyes grew wide as he felt the contents of 
the packet, and drew them forth into the light. 

"Greenbacks!" It was more money than Tim 
had ever seen before in his life. "The money from 
the stage! I reckon the outlaws had to hide it 
here for a while, figuring they couldn't risk a get- 
away right after the robbery. But what'll I do 
with it now? If I try to go down to the ranch 
with it now, they may see me . . ." 

He clutched the packet full of money to his 
chest, his thoughts racing. If only there was a 
place he could hide the money temporarily ... a 
place he knew would be safe! Where could he 
put it? Then the idea came to him, and he 
started back up the mountainside . . . 

Half an hour later, Tim hurried back down 
the slope toward his father's ranch. He had to 
find his dad and to tell him about the two things 
he had discovered! Old One-Ear's den — and the 
loot from the recent stage holdup . . . 

But suddenly, as Tim Dunbar crossed a shale- 
covered stretch of mountainside, he saw two 
men approaching, coming out from behind a 
huge boulder. They were big men, unshaven, 
and they were heavily armed. They eyed Jim 
with suspicion and separated, as by mutual con- 
sent, as he came near them. Then, when he was 
but a few steps away, they closed in on him. 

"Howdy, kid," one of them began. "Where've 
you been? Hunting deer?" 

"N-nol" stammered the rancher's son, feeling 
the menace in the older man's voice. "I-I was 
b-berry picking." 

"B-berries, eh?" the big stranger mocked. 
"You didn't see anything else, did you? Any- 
thing . . . hidden?" He kept his keen eyes on 
Tim's face, and he saw the boy change ex- 
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pression. "Anything like a packet hidden under 
some stones!" 

The boy began to flush, and he realized that 
his face was giving him away, under the stran- 
ger's suspicious questioning. He could not hide 
the truth from the man! And, if they knew about 
the money packet, they had to be the holdup 
men. Quickly, imperceptibly, he began to bring 
the Remington up! They would not take him 
without a fight . . . 

"Grah him!" one of the men shouted. They 
dove toward Tim. one man seizing the rifle in 
an iron grasp, and the other catching the boy 
by the shoulder and hurling him to the ground. 

"Get up!" the man said, pointing the rifle at 
him. 

"The easy talkin' is over! Now we mean 
business. Soon as we saw you skedaddling 
down out of the hills, we knew you'd spotted 
our cache. Now. did you leave it where it was or 
did you hide it?" Tim Dunbar was silent. 
"Quick!" the man grunted, slapping the boy 
sharply across the face. "Where is it? Talk up!" 

Flinching from the savage, cutting blow, Tim 
realized it was no use trying to hide the truth. 
These outlaws would stop at nothing to recover 
their hidden loot. He'd have to show them where 
the money packet was. 

•'S-top," he muttered. "I'll tell you. I found 
the money — and I hid it. I reckoned I'd tell my 
dad—" , 

—and he'd tell the sheriff, eh?" broke in one of 
the outlaws. "Not by a long sight! You're 
taking us to it . . . now!" 

Tim Dunbar had no choice. Single file, he led 
the two badmen up the slope. As he walked, he 
could feel the rifle pointing at his back — and he 
felt a desperate drive to fling himself to the 
side, in an attempt to escape. But he knew that 
he could not move more than a few steps before 
they would gun him down. Soon the youth and 
the two men passed by the Jittered cairn, where 
the stage packet had been. One of the outlaws 
swore bitterly, but the other man quieted him. 

"Keep going, kid." he said. "And hurry." 

Soon, they approached the dark crevice in 
the cliffs'ide that Tim Dunbar had seen earlier. 
He pointed toward the entrance to the cave. 

"There it is," he said. "Inside there." 

The outlaw pointed with the Remington. "Go 
in and get it," he muttered. "We'll wait here." 
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Hesitatingly. Tim started into the evil-smelling 
den. At first, he had thought it was a good idea 
to throw the packet in here. He had figured rio 
man would dare come close to the cave of Old 
One-Ear, until his father and his men killed 
the giant grizzly. And then, they'd have been 
able to reclaim the packet. He reached out a 
trembling hand and touched the canvas. Clutch- 
ing it. he started to turn, when he heard a tre- 
mendous, soughing roar! It was the fighting cry 
of Old One-Ear! 

Crouching and looking out, he saw a terrifying 
Sight! 

The huge bear had been lurking in the under- 
brush, and had suddenly charged, from a short 
distance, toward the men who had invaded his 
territory! In a few giant paces, he reached them 
and lashed out at them with a tooth-and-claw 
attack. One of the men was immediately thrown 
to the ground, the rifle dashed from his grip, and 
then the bear lunged toward the Other man. 

Wide-eyed, Tim Dunbar saw the Remington 
dropping to the ground by the cave entranctl 
It represented his only chance — and it waa a 
slim one. But he had to take it . . . 

Seizing the rifle, shooting from a crouched 
position in the mouth of the cave, he aimed up 
at the enraged grizzly. The gun thundered like a 
cannon in the confined space, and slammed, 
back against his shoulder like a sledge hammer. 
But he shot again and again, aiming at the 
grizzly's throat and head. At the first shot, Old 
One-Ear had shuddered. Baring his long yel- 
lowed fangs, he had turned from his other 
victims toward the boy. But. as he lumbered 
forward, bullet after bullet had thudded into 
him ! And finally, when he was scant inches from 
the boy, he staggered forward and fell — dead! 

TIM DUNBAR rose, the rifle in one hand, 
and the canvas packet in the other. Old 
One-Ear lay at his side — and the two outlaws 
were moaning on the ground, seriously wounded. 
The boy shook his head slowly. 
"When I started out this morning," he said, 
"I aimed to do a little berry picking!" He 
shook his head. "Two outlaws and a killer 
grizzly add up to a lot of berries! Great Day!" 

Then he started to run down to his father's 
ranch. 

THE END 
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Now You Can Get ROCKY LANE WESTERN Each Month, By Mail 

(Please print your name clearly in pencil) 


FAWCETT PUBLICATIONS INC. 
SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT 
GREENWICH, CONN. 

YES, send ROCKY LANE WESTERN 

every month. 

1 am enclosing % _ in full payment. 

Man-in 

Address , „-,; , "\ . , - „,,„„ . - . 


GIFT SUBSCRIPTIONS FOR 
YOUR FRIENDS 

FAWCETT PUBLICATIONS INC. 
SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT 
CREENWICH, CONN. 

YES, send me ROCKY LANE WESTERN 

everyimonth to the names below, as tiny 
gift. 


City ■■; Zone State 


fity-' Zone .State 


Subscription Rates for U. S. and Possessions 


. .?.-, M>^- " ; ,,,, 


aod Pan America 


Name , „' ■ ■ ,, : „ 


. (CHECK ONE! 




□ 12 Issues for $1.20 . 


City Zone Stale 


□ 24 Issues for $2.25 


' j 12isst.es | ^ ues □ 36 issues 


□ 36 Issues for $3.00 


My gift- r-arH cKmtM r*xA 








1 enclose $ for the above orders. 



a big, new book for 
MODEL BUILDERS 




At Your Local Newsstand 75 Cents a Copy 



